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“I'm not sure, Georgle, When I was
your age I was llke you Ip meny ways,
especinlly In not being very cool-
headed, so I can't sny, Youth can't be
trusted for much, except assorting
Itself and fighting and making love."

“Indeed I" George snorted. “May 1
ask what you think I ought to have
done?"

“Nothing."

“Nothing? " George echoed, mock-
ing bitterly. *“I suppose you think I
mean to let my mother's good name—"

“Your mother's good name!" Am:
berson cut him off impatiently. “No-
bedy has a good name in & bad mouth.
Nobody ha®s n good name In a sllly
mouth, elther. Well, your mother's
name wiuk In some silly mouths, and
nll you've done was to go and have
a scene with the worst old woman gos-
sip In the town—a scene that's golng
to make her Into a partisan ngainst
your mother, whereas she was a mere
prattler before. Don't you suppose
she'll be all over town with this to-
morrow? And she'll see to It thad
everybody who's hinted anything
sbout poor Isabel will know that
youre on the warpath; and that will
put them on the defensive and make
them viclous, The story will grow as
it spreads and—"

George unfolded hils arms to sirike
hix right fist into his left palm. “But
do you suppose I'm golng to tolernte
such things?' he shouted. “What do
you suppose I'll be dolng?"

“You ecan do absolutely nothing'”
gald Amberson, “Nothiog of any use.
The more you do the more harm you'll
‘o.ﬂ

“You'll seel I'm golng to stop this
thing If T have to force my way into
every house on Natlonnl avenue and
Amberson boulevard "

His unele laoghed rather sourly but
made no other comment,

“Well, what do youw propose to do?"
George demanded, “Do you propose
to sit there—"

“Yen"

“—and let this riffraff bandy my
mother's good name back and forth
among them? Is that what yon pro-
pose to do?”

“It's all T can do,” Amberson re
turned. “It's all any of us ean do
now: jJust sit stlll and hope that the

“< thing may die down In thue In splie

of your stirring up that awful old
woman."”

George drew a long breath, then ad-
vaonced and stood close before his
uncle. “Didn't you understand me
when I told you that people are say-
ing my mother means to marry this
man 7

“Yes, I understood you"

“You say that my golng over there
Bas made matters worse," George went
ob. "“How about It If such a~such an
unspeakable marriage did take place?
Do you think that would make people
belleve they'd been wrong In saying—
¥ou know what they say.”

“No,” sald Amberson dellberately;
“l dom't belleve It would. But it
wouldn't hurt Isabel and Bugene, If
thoy never beard of it; and If they did
hear of It, then they could take thelr
<holce between placating gosslp or ly-
for thelr own happluess. If they
have decided to marry—"

glmost staggered.  Good
he gasped. “You speak of it

n looked up at him longule
. “Why shouldn't they marry If
want to?' he asked. “It's thelr
affule. I don't see anything pre-
monstrous nbout two people get-
married when they're both free'
and care mbout each other, What's
the matter with thelr marrylng?”

“It would ba monstrous!" George
shouted., “Monstreus even If this hor-
ribie thing hado't happened, but now
o the face of this—oh, that you can
wit there and even speak of it! Your
own slster! Ob—" He becnme lnco-
horent, swinging away from Amberson
and making for the door, wildly ges-
turlog,

"For heaven's sske don't be so the
atrical I" said his uncle, and then, see-
ing that George was leaving the room ;
“Come back here, You mustn't speak
to your mother of thisi"

“Don't "tend to,” George gald indis-
tinctly, and he plunged into the big.
dimly Ut hall, He went home and got
a bat and overcoat without seelng
elther his mother or Fanny, Then he
feft word that he would be out for
Minner and bhurrled away from the
Bouse.

He walked the dark streots of Am-
borson addition for un hour, then went
Mowntown and got coffes at a restau-
pant, After that he walked through
Ahe lighted parts of the town untll ten
o'clock, when be turmmed nporth and
came back to the purlieus of the Addl-
tlon, He wanlked fAercely, though his
feet ached, but by and by he turned
homeward, and, when he reached the

Major's, went In and sat upon the
steps of the huge stone verands in
front—an obscure figure In that lonely
and repellent place. All lights were
out ut the Major's, and finally, after
twelve, be saw hls mother's window
darken at home,
| He walted half an hour longer, then
grossed the front yards of the new

i

£

houses and let himself nolselessly In
the front door, The light In the hail
had been left burning, and another In
his own room, as he discovered when
he got there. He locked the door
quickly and without noise, but his fin-
era were #till upon the key whon
there was a quick footfall in the hall
outslde,

“Georgle, dear?”

He went to the other end of the
room before replylng.

“Yeui"

“I"d been wondering where you were,
dear.”

“Hlad you't"

There wns a pouse; then she sald
timidly : “Wherever It was, 1 hope you
hnd a pleasant evening.”
After a sllence, “Thank
snld without expresslon.
Another sllence followed before she
spoke again.

*“Youn wonldn't care to he kissed
good pight, T suppose?” And with a
little flurry of placative laughter she
ndded: “At your age of course!"

I'm golng to bed now,"” he snid.
“Good night.”

Another sllence seemed blanker
than those which had preceded it, and
finnlly her volee came—it was blank,
too,

“Good night.”

you," he

L] L] L] - - L] L
After he was In bed his thooghta be-
came more tmmultuous than  ever;

while among all the Inchoate and frag-
mentary sketches of this dreadful doy,
now rising before him the clenrest was
of his uncle collapsed In a big <¢hair
with a white tle dangling from his
hand; and one convietlon, followlng
upon that pleture, became definite In
George's mind: that his Uncle George
Amberson wus a hopeless dreamer,
from whom no help need be expected,
an amiable lmbecile lncking In normal
fmpulses, and wholly useless In a
struggle which required honor to be
defended by a man of sction.

Then would return a viglon of Mrs,
Johneon's furious round hend, set be-
hind her great bosom like the sun for
sunk on the horizon of a mountain
pintenu and her erackling, asthmatie
volee, “Without sharing In
other people's disposition to put an
evil Interpretation on what may be
nothing more than unfortunate appear-
nnce"” “Other people may be
lers conslderate In not confining their
discussion of It, as 1 have, to char-
ftable views,” ., . And then George
would get up agnin—and agaln—and
puce the floor In his bare feet.

That was what the tormented young
mun was doing when daylight came
gnuntly In at his window-—pacing the
floor, rubbing his head In his hands,
and muttering:

“It can't be trus: this can't be hap-
pening to me "

CHAPTER XVI.

Breakfast was brought to him in his
room as usual; but he did not make
hizs normal healthy rald wupon the
dalnty tray: the food remalned un-
tonched, and he sustained himself
upon coffee—four cups of It, which
left nothing of value inside the glis-
tenlng little percolator. During this
process he heard his mother being
summoned to the telephone In the hall,
not far from his door, and then her
volee responding: “Yes? Ob, it's you!
Indeed I should! . . . Of
course ., Then I'll expect you
about three, . . . Yes. . . .
Goodby till then,” A few mloutes
later he heard her speaking to some-
one bepeath his window, and, looking
out, saw her directing the removal of
plants from & small garden bed to
the Major's conservatory for the win.
ter. Bhe laughed gayly with the Ma-
Jor's gardener over something he sald,
and this unconcerned cheerfulness of
her was terrible to her son.

He¢ went to his desk, and, searching
the jumbled contents of a drawer,
brought forth a large, unframed pho-
tograph of his father, upon which he
gared long and plteously, till at last
hot tears stood Im his eyes. *“Poor,
poor father!" the son whispered bro-
kenly, “Poor man, I'm glad you didn’t
know I**

He wrapped the plcture In a sheet
of newspaper. put it under his arm,
and, leaving the house hurriedly and
steadlly, went downtown to the shop
of a =ilversmith, where he spent sixty
dollarg on o resplendently festooned
silver frame for the pleture. Having
lunched upon more coffee, he returned
to the house at two o'clock, earrying
the frumed photograph with him, and
placed It upon the center tuble In the
Hbrary, the room most used by Isabe
and Fanoy and himself, Then he went
to a front window of the long “recep
tlon  room,” wund sot looking out
through the Ince curtnlns,

George looked ofton at his watch,
but his vighl did not last an hour, At
ten minuted of three, peering through
the curtain, he saw nn hutomobile stop
In froot of the house and Eugene Mor
gan jump lightly down from it The
cir was of a new pattern, low sl
long, with an snmple seat in the ton-
nean, facing forward; and o profes
slonul  deilver sat at the wheel, n
| strange figure i leather goggled out

of all personnlity and secmingly part
of the mechnnisin,

Eugene himself, as he came up the
cement path to the house, wns a fig-
ure of the new era which was In thme
to be o disastrous to stiiY hats and
skirted coute; and his appearnnce af-
forded a debonunlr contrust to that of
the queer-looking duck capering at the
Amberson ball In an old dress coat,
and next day chugging up Nutional
avenue through the snow in his night-
mare of a sewing mnchine. Eugene
this afternoon was richly clad In new
outdoor mode: his motoring cont was
goft gray fur; his cap and gloves were
of gray suede, and though Lucy’s hand
may have shown Itself In the selection
of these high garnitures, he wore them
enully, even with a becoming hint of
Jauntiness. Some change might be
seen In his face, too, for a successful
man I8 seldom to be mistaken, espe-
cially If his temper ba geninl. Kugene
had begun to look ke a milllonnire,

But, above everything else, what was

most evident about him, s he eame
up the path, wns his confidence in the
happiness promised by his present
errand ; the antlelpation In his eyes
c¢ould have been rend by a stranger.
His look at the door of Isabel's house
wis the look of a man who I8 quite
certaln that the next moment will re-
venl something ineffably charming, In-
expressibly dear.
When the bell rang George
walted at the entrance of the “recep-
tlon room" until a housemald came
through the hall on her way to angwer
the summons,

“You needn't mind, Mary,” he told
her. *“I'll see who [t Is und what they
want. Probably it's only a peddier.”

“Thank you, sir, Mister George”
sald Mary, and returned to the rear of
the house,

George went slowly to the front door
and halted, regarding the misty sllhon-
ette«of the caller upon the ornamentnl
frosted glass. After a minute of
walting this sithouette changed outline
50 that an arm could be distingulshed
=un arm outstretched toward the bell,
as If the gentlemnn outside doubted
whether or not it had sounded and
were minded to try agaln, But before
the gesture was completed George ab-
ruptly threw open the door and
gtepped squarely upon the middle of
the threshold,

A slight change shadowed the face
of Eugene; his look of happy anticipn-
tlon gave way to something formal
and polite, “How do you do, George?"
he sald, “Mrs. Minafer expects to go
driving with me, I belleve—If you'll
be so kind as to send her word that
I'm here.

George made not the slightest move-
ment.

“No,” he sald,

Eugene was lneredulous, even when
his second glance revealed how hot of
eye was the haggard young man be-
fore *him. “I beg your purdon. I
said—"

“I heard you,"” sald George. “Yon
sald you had an engagement with my
mother, 1 told you, Nol"

Eugene gave him a steady look, and
then he asked quletly: “What. I8 the
~—the difficulty?

George kept his own volee quiet
enough, but that did not mitigate the
vibrant fury of It. “My mother will

-

" .

“You're Not Wanted in Thia House”™

have no Interest In knowing that yon
enme for her today,” he sald, “Or any

other day "
Eugene continued to look at him
with a serutiny fn which bhogan to

glenm a profound auger, note the Jees
powerful because It was so quiet, *1
i wlrald 1 do not understand you™

“T doubt f T couldl make It much
plalner,”  George sald, rulsing  his
voloe slightly, "but I'Il try, You'n
not wanted lo this house, Mr, Morgun,

now or at any other time. Perhaps
you'll understand—this!™

And with the last words he closed
the door in Eugene's face,

Then, not moving awny, he stood
Just Inslde the door, and noted that
the misty silhoucite remalned upon
the frosted glass for several moments,
as If the forbidden gentleman debated
in his mind what course to pursue.
“Let him ring agaio " George thought
grimly, "Or try the slde door—or the
kitchen I

But Eugene made no further at-
tempt; the sllhouette disnppeared;
footsteps could be heard withdrawing
across the floor of the verandm; and
George, returning to the window In
the “reception room,” was rewarded
by the sight of an automobile manu-
fucturer In baffled retreat, with all
his woolng furs and finerles mocking
him, Observing the heaviness of his
movements ns he elimbed Into the ton-
pean, CGeorge Indulged In a slekish
throut rumble which bore a distant
cousinship to mirth,

He went to the library, and, seal-
Ing himself beslde the table whereon
he had placed the photograph of his
father, picked up a book, nnd pretend-
ed to be engaged In reading 1t,

Presently Isabel’'s buoyant step was
heard descending the stalrs. She enme
Into the library, a fur coat over her
arm, ready to pur on, and two wvells
round her small black hat, her right
hand engaged In buttoning the glove
upon her left; and, a8 the large room
contnined too many pieces of heavy
furniture, and the lnside shutters ex-
cluded most of the light of day, she
tid mot at once percelve George's
presence, Instead, she went to the bay
window at the end of the room, which

afforded a view of the street, and
glanced out expectantly; them bent
her attentlon upon her glove; after
that, looked out toward the street

agaln, aud turned toward the Interior
of the room.

“Why, Georgle!"

She came, leaned over from bhehind
him, and there was a faint, exqulite
odor as from distant apple blossoms
as sghe klssed his cheek. “Dear, 1
walted lunch almost an hour for yon,
but you didn't come! Did you lunch
out somewhers?"

“Yes" He did not look up from the
book.

“Did you have plenty to eant?"

l.Y‘!F‘..

A tinkling bell was audible, and she
moved to the doorway Into the hall.
“I'm going put driving, dear, I—"
She interrupted herself to addross the
housemnid, who was passing through
the hall: I think it's Mr. Morgan,
Mary. Tell him I'll he there at once."

“Yes, ma'nm.”

Muary returned. “'T'was a peddler,

ma'wm,"
“Another one?' Isabel s=ald, sur-
prised. “I thought you sald It was a

peddler when the bell rang a little
while ngo.”

“Mister George sald It was, ma’am;
he went to the door,” Mary informed
her, disappearing.

“There seem to be a great many of
them,” TIsabel mused. “What did
yours want to sell, George?”

“He didn't say."

"You must have cut him off short!"
she laughed; and then, still standing
In ‘the doorway, she noticed the big
sllver frmme upon the table beside
him*Graclous, Georgle!” she exclalm-
ed. “You have been Investing!” and
a8 ghe ecame across the room for a

| closer view, “Is It—is It Lucy?’ she
iaskud half timidly, half archly.
Ithe next instant she saw whose lke-

Bat

ness was thus set forth In elegine
splendor—and she was sllent, except
for a long, just-audible “Oh!"

He nelther looked up nor moved.

“That was nlee of you, Georgle™
she sald, In a low volce presently, I
ought to have had it framed, myself,
when I gave It to you"

He said nothing, and, standing be-
glde him, she put her hnnd gently up-
on hig shonlder, then ns gently with-
drew It, and went out of the room.
But she did pot go upsialrs; he heard
the faint rustle of her dress in the
hall, and then the sound of her foot-
steps In the “receptlion room." After
a time, sllence suceceeded even these
glight tokens of her presence; where-
upon George rose and went warlly In-
to the hall, taking c¢are to make no
nolse, and he obtained an oblique view
of hér through the open double doors
of the “reception room.” She was sit-
ting in the chalr which he had occu-
pled so long; and she wus looking
out of the window expectantly—a lit-
tle troubled.

He went back to the library, walted
an Interminable half houor, then re-
turned nolselessly to the snme position
o the hall, where he coulil see her
She was still sitting patlently by the
windaw,

Walting for that man, wans she?
Well, It might be gquite a long walt!
And the grim George silently asoended
the stalrs to his own room, and begon
to pace hig safering floor,

He left his door open, however, and
when he heard the front door bell
ring, by and by, he went half way
doown the stunirs and stood to listen,
He wos not wuch afrald that Mor-

gan would return, but he wished %
make sure,

Mary appeared In the hall below
him, but, after a glance toward the
front of the house, turned back, and
withdrew, Evidently Isabel had gone
ta the door, Then a murmur was
heard, and Geolge Amberson's vuoles,
quick and serious: "I want to talk
to you, Isabel™ and npother
murmur; then Isabel and her brother
pasged the ™Mot of the broad, dark
stalrway, but did not look up, and
remalned nneonsclons of the watehful
presence above them,

For a time all that George counld
hear wns the indistinet gonnd of his
uncle’'s volee: what he was saying
could not be surmised, though the
trouhled hrotherliness of his tone was
evident. He seemed to be explaining
something at considerable length, and
there were moments when he paunsed,
and George guessed that hig mother
wne speaking, but her voice must have
been very low, for it wuas entirely in-
audible to him,

Suddenly he did hear her. Through
the heavy doors her outery came,
clear and loud:

“Oh, not"

It was a cry of protest, as if some-
thing her brother told her must be un-
true, or, If it were true, the fact he
stnted musgt be undone; and it was 4
sound of sheer pain.

Another sonnd of paln, close to
George, followed It: this was a wvehe-
ment sniMing which broke out just
nhove him, and, looking up, he saw
Fanny Minafer on the landing. lean-
ing over the banisters and applyving
her handkerchief to her eyes and
nose,

“T ean guess what that was abont”
ghe whispered huskily. “He's just
told her what yon did to Hugene!™

George gave her a dark look over
his shoulder, “You go on back te
your room!"™ he sald; and he began to

Ing his purpose, rushed down and
caught his arm, detaining him.
“Yon're not golng in there®' she

whispered husklly:

“Iet go of me!"

But she clung to him =avagely., *“No,
you don't, George Minafer! Yon'll
keep nway from there! You will!”

“You let go of—"

“T won't! You come back here!
You'll come upstalrs and let them
nlone; that's what you'll do!”
with such passlonate determination
did she elutch and tug, never losing

‘“You don't—"

n grip of him somewhere, thongh
George tried a8 much as he could,

without hurting her, to wrench away
—with such utter forgetfulness of her
mualden digonlty «id she assault him,
that she forced him, stumbling up-
ward, to the landing.

“Of all the ridlenlous—" he began
furiously ; but she spared one hand
from Its grasp of his sleeve ana
eclupped it over his mouth.

“Hugh up!"™ Never for an Instant In
this grotesque strugele did Panny
ralse her voice above a husky whisper.
“Hush up! It's indecent—like squab-
bling ountside the door of an operating
room ! Go on to the top of the stalrs—
a0 oni"

And when George had most unwill-
Ingly obeyed, she planted herself in
his way, on the top step. “Therel”
she =ald, “The Idea of your going in
there now! I never heard of such a
thing " And with the sudden depurt-
ure of the nervous vigor she had
shown so amozingly, she began to cry
again, “I was an awfal fool. Do you
suppose I dreamed you'd go making
everything Into such a tragedy? Do
yout"

“I don't care what yon dreamed,"
George muttered.

But Fanny went on, always taking
care to keep her volce from getting
too loud, in spite of her most grievous
agitation, “Do you dream I thought
you'd go making such a fool of your-
self at Mrs. Johngon’s? Oh, 1 saw her
this morning! She wouldn't talk to
me, but I met George Amberson on my
way back, and he told me what you'd
done over there! And do you dream I
thought you'd do what you've done
here this afternoon to Hugene? Oh,
1 knew that, too! Of course he went
to George Amberson about it, and
that's why Q(eorge is here., He's got
to tell Isabel the whole thing now,
and you wuanted to go in there Inter-
fering—God knows what! You stay
here and let her brother tell her; he's
gol some conglderation for herl"™

“1 suppose you think 1 haven'tt”
George said, and at that Faney laugh-
e witheringly.

“You! Consldernte of anybody 1"

*T'm considerante of her good name "
he sald hotly, “It seems to me that's
ubout the first thing to bé conslderate
of, In being considerate of n person!
And look here; It strikes me you're
taking a pretty different tack from
what you did yesterday afternoon!"

Funny wring her hands, “T did s
terrible thing!" she lhmented, “Now
that it's done and too late, I know
what it was! 1 didn't have sense
enough Just to let things go on., 1
didn't have any business to interfere,
and 1 didn't mean to Interfere—I only
wanted to talk, and let out g itle!
I did think you already knew every-
thing 1 told you, 1 did! And I'd rather
have ocut off my hand than stir you
up to dolng what you have donel 1

was just sulfering so that T wanted to

et out o Hitle=1 didn't mesn any real |

harm. But now 1 see what's happoned

or, T was a fool! I haven't any busi-
ness Interfering.
have looked at meé, anyvhow, and, oh,
why couldn't T have seen that before !
|”l‘ never cate here a single time In
his e except on her necount, never!

cause he wouldn't have looked ab me
even If he'd never seen Ispbel, Al
they haven't done nny harm ; she wade

descend the statrs; hut Fanny, guess- |

And |

Eugene never would |

pmd I might have let them alone, be |

wife to him as long as he llved. It
wnsn't & crlme for Der to care for
Eugene all tha time; she certainly
never told him she did—and she gave
me every chance in the world! She
left us alone together every time she
could—even since Wilbur died—but
what was the use? And here 1 go, not
doing myself a bit of good by it, and
Just"—Fanny wrung her hands again
—“Just rulnlog them !

T suppose you mean
that," George suld bitterly.

“No. Bhe doesn't let anybody know,
but she goes to the doctor regularly.”

“Women are always going to doe-
tors regularly.”

“No. He told her to."

George wns not Impressed. "It's
nothing at all; she spoke of It to me
years ago—eome kind of family fall-
Ing. 8he sald grandfather had it, too:
and look at him! Hasn't proved very
gserious with him! You act as if I'd
done something wrong In sending that
man about his business, and as If I
were golng to persecute my mother,
inatend of protecting her. By Jove,
It's sickening! You told me how all
the riffraff in town were busy with
her name, and then the mipute I 1ift
my hand to protect her, you begin to
attack me and—"

“Sh!" Fanny checked him, laying
her hand on  his arm. “Your uncle Is
golng.”

The library doors were heard opens
Ing, and a moment Iater there came
the zound of the front door closing.

George moved foward the head of
the stalrs, then stood listening, but
the house wus silent.

Fanny made a #light noise with her
lips to attract his attentlon, and, when
he glanced toward her, shook her hens)

I'm dolng

“Of All the Ridiculous—" He Began
Furiously.

at him urgently. “Let her alone,” sghe
whispered. “She's down there by her-
self. Don't go down. Let her alone.”

She moved a few steps toward him
and halted, her foce pallid and awe-
struck, and then both stood listening
for anything that might break the wl-
lence downstairs, No sound ecame to
them ) that polgnant sllence was con-
tinued throughout long, long minutes,
while the two listeners stood there un-
der its mysterlous spell; and in Its
plaintive elogquence—speaking, as It
did, of the figure alone in the big,
dark lbrary, where dead Wilbur's new
gliver frame gleamed in the dimness—
There was something that checked
even George,

Fanny Minafer broke the long sl-
lence with a sound from her threat, a
stifled gasp; and with that great com-
panion of hers, her handkerchief, re-
tired softly to the loneliness of her
own chamber., After she had gone
George looked about him bleakly, then
on tiptoe crossed the hall and weat
into his own room, which was filled
with twilight, Still tiptoelng, though
he could not have sald why, he went
ueross the room and sat down heavily
In a chulr facing the window. Out-
slde there was nothing but the dark-
ening alr and the wall of the nearest
of the new houses. He had not slept
at all the night before and he had eat-
en nothing since the preceding day at
lunch, but he felt nelther drowsiness
nor hunger., His set determination
filled him, kept him but too wide
nwake, and his gaze at the grayness
beyond the window was wide-eyed and
bittey,

Darkness had closed in when there
wig a step In the room hehind him,
Then someonce knelt beside the chalr,
two nrms went round him with Infinite
compuassion, n  gentle head rested
ugninst his shoulder, and there came
the faint scent of apple-blossoms far
away.

“You mustn't be troubled darling*
his mother whispered,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Machine Shapes Masts.

A machine has been bullt which will
shape masts up to W feet In length
three fee! In dinmeter. The time

ber Is sot up In the mochine nnd re-
| volvoud st n speed of 50 revolutions a
minute, and It 18 shaped by n cutter
i head which is electrically driven at the
rate of 700 revolutions u minute., This
cutter bend I8 mounted on n carringe,
|\\I|i:‘h Is moved glong the timber
nguinst o rall set to give the proper
profile to the mast, Heretofore this
| work has been done by hand and re-
quired skilled workmen, At best it

nnd

Wilbur happy, sod she was n true | bhas been a slow and laborious task.




